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Poems* - L: 

But out alack, He wasbut one houre mine. 

The region cloude hath mask’d him from me now. 

Yet him for this, my love no whit difdaincth. 

Suns of the world may ftainc, when heavens fun ftayn 
Why didft thou promife fach a beautious day, 

And make me travaile forth without my cloakc. 

To let bafe clouds orttake me in mv wav, 

Hiding thy brav’ry in their rotten fmokc, 

Tis not enough that through the cloude thou breake, 

To dry the raine on my ftoime-beatcn face. 

For no nun well of fuch a falve can fpeake, 

T hat heales the wound, and cures not the difgracc ; 

Nor can chy fhamc give phificke to my griefe. 

Though thou repent, yet 1 have ftili the Ioffe, 
Th’offenders forrow lends but weakc rejiefe 
To him that bcares the ftrong offences Ioffe* 

Ah but thofc teares are pearle which thv love (heeds, 
And they arc rich, and ranfomcal! ill deeds. 

No R»ore be greev’d at that which thou haft done, 

Rofes have thornes 3 and filver fountaines mud. 

Clouds and eclipfes ftaine both Moone and Sunnc, 

And loathfome canker lives in fweeteft bud. 

All men make faults , and even I in this. 

Author izing thy trefpas with compare. 

My felfc corruptingfalving thy amifle, 

Excusing their (ins more then their fins arc : 

For to thy fenfuall fault 1 bring in fence. 

Thy adverfe parrie is thy Advocate, 

And gainft my felfc a lawful! plea commence. 

Such civill war is in my love and hate. 

That I an acetffary needs muft be. 

To thatfweet thecfcwhichfoutelyrobs from me. 
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Vnanimitit* 

L Et me confeffe that we two muft be twainc. 

Although our undevided loves are one : 

So (hall tl ofe bl»ts that do with me remaine. 
Without thy hclpc,by me be borne alone. 

In our two loves there is but one refpeft. 

Though in our lives a fcperablefpight, 

Which though it alter not loves foie effeft. 

Yet doth it fteale fWect homes from loves delight : 
I may not ever more acknowledge thee, 

Lcaft my bewailed guilt fliould doc thee (hame t 
Nor thou with publike kindneffc honour me, 
Vnlcffe thou take that honour from thy name * 
J3ut doe not fo,I love thee in fuch fort. 

As thou being mine, mine is thy good report* 

As a decrepit father takes delight, 

To fee hisa&ive child doe deeds of youth, 

So I, made lame by Fortunes dcareft fpighc 
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth * 

For whether bcautie, birth 3 or wcalth,or wit. 

Or any of thefe all, or all, or more 
Intitledin their parts do crowned 
I make my love ingrafted to this ftorc : 

So then I am not lame t poore, nor difpisM* 

Whilll that this Ihadow do f th fuch fubftanC* give, 
That I in thy aboundancc an fufhe’d. 

And by a part of all thy glory live : 

Looke what is befhthat beft I wiflun thee. 
This wilh I baYC,then ten times happy me« 
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